


“Does anybody ever get arrested 
foracrime, turn tothe cop, and say, 
‘You got me!’?”—Page 11 
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The Big Bad "Wood 


B ob “Ho-Hum” Dole can’t even come up with any 
new reasons to hate Hollywood. 

He could have written that speech in 1909. 

All these goldurn violent movies like Natural 
Born Killers are destroying our young people. 

All these goldurn 
sexy movies like Basic 
Instinct are corrupting 
our libidos. 

I guess the only rea- 
son he didn’t talk about 
drugs is that he didn’t 
see Pulp Fiction or Na- 
ked Lunch. As soon as we 
left the theaters, we all 
wanted to go out and 
shoot heroin for three, 
four days. 

Here’s what I wanna 
know. The same week 
that Pineapple Man 
made this speech, the 
number-one box office 
movie was Casper the 
friendly ghost. The flick 
made twenty-four million 
bucks in three days! 

Hollywood made that 
movie, too. So if all these 
Hollywood movies are 
turning us into such bad 
people, why isn’t Casper 
turning us into good 
people? 

Lemme explain this 
one more time, Bob. 
Maybe you weren’t listening last time. 

I know a lot of screenwriters. Most of em are 
nerds. All of em are peaceful. They have to be, 
because 90 per cent of their time is spent alone in a 
room with themselves. Some of em use drugs, but not 
when they’re writing. 

They are not sitting around thinking, “How 





O.J.’s girlfriend Paula Barbieri, emoting, with 
eyebrows, in The Dangerous. 


much sex should I put in? How much violence should 
I put in? Should this guy use drugs?” 

Theyre thinking about stories, and structure, 
and dialogue, and scenes. They’re thinking about 
these things all day ts They think about these 

things so much that they 
become complete bores 
at dinner. They have a 
few drinks, and they 
start saying things like, 
“Remember that 
Preston Sturges movie 
where he got away with 
a forty-five-page first 
act? I love that!” Or “I 
like the way Tarantino 
started the movie with 
the first half of the third 
act, then cut to the first- 
act climax with no ex- 
planation. He only got 
away with it because of 
that three-page Samuel 
L. Jackson speech about 
the foot massage.” 

In other words, the 
last thing they’re think- 
ing about is putting a 
cluics lesson in the 
moule. 

In the rare cases 
where somebody does 
try to put a civics lesson 
in the movie, they’re 

bored to tears. 

[hate to tell you how 
much you don’t know what you're talking about, 
Bob, but lemme assure of one thing: 

You know where they get these ideas, about 
guns, and killings, and casual sex, and destructive 
drug use? mA 

Not in their pool-side bungalows or their tripstto 
the computer store. 2 


They get these ideas from something called Life. 

Try it, Bob. Take a little speed and check it out. 

And speaking of movies Bob should watch, The 
Dangerous is one of the finest flicks ever made about 
a sensitive brother-sister killer ninja team who come 
to New Orleans to avenge the death of their sister, 
who got smothered in wet cement by a Meskin drug 
lord who now thinks the local police are assassinat- 
ing his dealers, even though it’s the killer ninjas that 
are doing it, even though the local police are led by 
a corrupt redneck who hires a renegade horseback- 
riding motorcyclist to come back from the desert and 
save his oversexed girlfriend from certain death 
because she’s now working as a “mule” for Tito the 
Crazed Drug Baron. 

I don’t really remember what happens in this 
movie. I just reviewed it because it’s the movie debut 
of O.J.’s girlfriend, Paula Barbieri, who has her big 
emotional moment when she says, “We can just go! 
We can just get out of here! We can go anywhere! We 
can be anybody! We can do anything we want to! The 
world’s our oyster! Just you and me!” 

And her boyfriend says, “It’s not that easy, 
Paula.” 

And so, three seconds after the first speech, she 
has her second big emotional speech, which goes, 
“That’s just perfect! Just like three years ago! Who 
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Robert Davi, emoting more. 


even gives a shit, okay? Just get out the door! Just let 
it slam! Let it hit you, okay?” 

Unfortunately, you can’t tell the difference be- 
tween the two speeches. 

Fortunately, Paula wears a micro-mini and high 
heels throughout the flick, including the scenes 
where she’s being chased by mobsters with auto- 
matic weapons. | 

This is another great vehicle for Robert Davi, 
who was the South American drug king in License to 
kill and 9,000 other movies, then turned state’s 
evidence or something and became a cop in the last 
ten movies he’s made. In this movie, he’s not a cop or 
a bad guy. He’s a motorcycle-riding lone wolf who 
speaks Japanese and understands the emotions of 
killer ninjas, so the police chief brings him out of 
retirement and turns him loose with several assault 
weapons in a cemetery full of drug goons. 

In other words, way too much plot getting in the 
way of the story. There’s even a character played by 
Michael Pare who has absolutely nothing to do. He 
doesn’t even get a Paula Barbieri emotional speech. 
And there’s a one-minute cameo by Elliott Gould, as 
a coke-dealing projectionist, for no apparent reason. 
And Joel Grey is in this movie! He’s some kind of 
crippled homeless sage who rides around in the 
trunk of the ninjas’ car, reporting on their where- 
abouts through his cellular phone. He basically looks 
like a Raggedy Andy doll that’s been left out in the 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 
Mummy Dearest 


“It asks the ul- 
timate rock-n-roll 
question: What if 
the twin had lived? 
You know the twin 
were talking about. 
The still-born twin 
of Elvis the king,” 
boasts cartoonist 
filmmaker John 
Michael Mc- 
Carthy when I 
quizzed him on his 
$12,000 epic, Teen- 


age Tupelo. The P)ebbie Rochon 


king of exploitation 





Several years ago 
Legend teamed up 
with the Mummy, a 
part-time amateur 
wrestler, staging 
publicity stunts at 
conventions, using 
him as a promo- 
tional mascot. The 
upcoming “grudge 
match” appears to 
be yet another PR 
opportunity. Poets 
wept, mimes 
screamed, and celi- 
bates fondled them- 


tional appearances. Hugh 
Gallagher’s Draculina Publish- 
ing now supplies her comic Mel- 
issa Moore Bodyguard through 
the mail and on the stands. I just 
hope “Mr. Moore” enjoys a busy 
wife-style. 

B-movie producer/director 
Paul Borghese (Fright House, 
Document of the Dead) wed Sam 
Kinison’s widow Malika on Sep- 
tember 10. Yours truly attended 
the plush hundred-thousand- 
dollar New York ceremony. It 
was a 1950’s-themed wedding 
with Elvis impersonator Mike 


himself, David F. Friedman, _ selves the day I realized what film Memphis throwing a few snarls 
associate produced, sohowcould people will do for a bit of ink. at the sock-hopping crowd. I just 
it be bad? It’s a semi-auto-bio- This column’s former writer want to know who designated 
sexploitation-musical-comedy- and sexy six-foot Bqueen Melissa _ the seating arrangements at the 
drama, with the triumphant re- Moore has barely had time to dinner table. I was flanked by Al 
turn of the low-budget naked- arrange her December wedding. Lewis (Grandpa Munster) and 
girl story. (Groovy.) Donald Farmer will be reunit- sensationalist talk show host Ri- 
And if that isn’t Something ing with Melissain Atlantaforan chard Bey. 

Weird enough, rock-a-billy film upcoming action film currently —DEBBIE ROCHON 
revivalist Johnny Legend is_ untitled. The soon-to-be-released If you have news for Debbie, 
scheduled to wrestle his former  eroticthrillerCompelling Evidence drop her a line c/o TJBR, P.O. 
sidekick The Aztec Mummy. has kept her busy with promo- Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





rain for three days. 

Forty-four dead bodies. Thirty-two breasts. Ce- 
ment suffocation. Samurai sword-hacking. Dagger 
face-ripping. Crucifixion. Umbrella-wielding ninja 
killers with machine guns. Two running gunbattles. 
Throat-slitting. Thirty-floor death plunge. Explod- 
ing car, with fireball. One motor vehicle chase, with 
crash and burn. Gratuitous Ron Jeremy. Kung Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Cary- 
Hiroyuki Tagawa, as the revenge-seeking ninja who 
tells his mama “We are no longer people—we are 
wind”; Juan Fernandez, as the oily drug king, for 
saying “I want them cut to pieces”; John Savage, as 
a weirdbeard knife-specialist assassin, for saying 
“We’ve never touched guns—we’ve never had to”; 
Marco St. John, as the corrupt police official who 
says “This is New Orleans—there are no laws—you 
follow the laws we make up, or you get out”; Paula 
Barbieri, for the great micro-skirt and heels, and for 
saying “What about you, Billy? They'll kill you”; and 
Robert Davi, for another great Mr. Intensity perfor- 
mance, as the renegade who says “We kill them, or no 
one does. They belong to us. We belong to them.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Michael Pare interviews a suspect. 


Joe Bob has a little trouble with those pesky telemarketers. . . 


Hung-Up on Hanging Up 


hy can’t I hang up on people? 
I can’t stand this about myself. 

The guy calls me from the West 9th Street 
Homosexual Modern Dance Company, wondering 
if I wanna buy a season ticket to their new “Trib- 
ute to Anais Nin” season, and I know within the 
first two seconds that I don’t wanna go to this, I 
don’t wanna give em any money, and I don’t 
wanna be spendin my time explainin to the guy 
why I don’t wanna go to it. 

So what do I do? 

I actually have a conversation with him. 

They're always sneaky about it. Before you 
can say anything, they ask you a question that’s 
easy to answer. 

They go blah blah blah Modern Dance Com- 
pany blah blah blah government cut back funding 
for the arts blah blah blah small company with an 
international reputation blah blah blah depend on 
people like you blah blah blah, and then they say, 
“Could I ask you whether you go to one or more live 
dance events each year?” 


And what I should say is, “Look, ’m not coming 
down to the Anais Nin squat-on-your-haunches 
twinkle-toe fest. | would rather plunge a rusty screw- 


driver into my eyeball.” 
But what do I say? 


I say, “Yes, uh-huh. Occasionally I do. Yeah.” 
And this gives em courage, and so they say, “If 


you subscribe now, we . 
could give you special cou- 
pons good for a 10 per 
cent discount at Le 
Chevre de Femme cap- 
puccino bar and vegetar- 
ian pre-theater deli buf- 
fet.” 

And I have to sum- 
mon up everything I’ve 
got just to say, in a nice 
voice, “No, I don’t believe 
I can do that right now.” 

“Oh? May I ask you 
why not?” 

And now I’ve gotta 
come up with a reason. 
I’m into major dialogue 
with these people. I’ve got 
to justify a lifestyle that 
does not include barefoot 
men in loincloths doing 
somersaults over rusty 


television setswhileafilm head. 


Joshua Gibran Mayweather 
keeps seeing the hook in his 








Tony Todd, as the ghost of a lynched slave named 
Candyman, has a kinda love-hate thing going 
with his sensitive white descendant, Kelly Rowan, 
in the latest New Orleans dead-people-at-Mardi- 
Gras flick, Candyman ITI: Farewell to the Flesh. 
screen in the background shows scenes from 
Auschwitz. 

What I wanna say is, “I hate it! I hate this stuff!” 

What I do say is, “I just don’t have the money 
right now.” 

“Well, we do have a 80 per cent reduced price on 
our half-season pass.” 

7 “No, I don’t think so. I can’t.” 

“Perhaps I could call you back next month 
when your financial situation is different? If 
you could give me a date to call, ’d be happy 
ig == 

And still I don’t hang up. I resort to short, 
clipped, non-sentences, but I don’t hang up. 

I say, “No. Sorry. Can’t. Sorry. Nope. Uh- 
uh. Sorry.” 

Until the guy finally says “Okay, thank 
you,” and gets off the phone in one second flat. 

In other words, until the guy hangs up on 
me. 

It’s humiliating to me to be this big of a 
weenie. It really is. 

Speaking of unwelcome callers, it’s time 
for the sequel to Candyman, the most terrify- 
ing horror villain of the nineties. Candyman 
IT: Farewell to the Flesh resurrects Daniel 
Robitaille, the 1890’s black artist who fell in 
love with a white woman and got dragged 
into a sugar cane field by the local yokels, 
where his hand was hacked off with a ma- 
chete and sugar was rubbed all over his body 


4 


so he’d get eaten alive by aswarm of killer bees. Ever 
since then he’s been one p.o.ed Negro, hangin around 
New Orleans in zombie form, coming to life every 
time somebody looksin a mirror and says “Candyman” 
five times. 

One day a school teacher decides to get rid of the 
old Candyman myth once and for all—by looking in 
a mirror and saying “Candyman” five times, in front 
of the class. 

Uh-oh. 

The dude with the wicked hook is cruisin Bour- 
bon Street again. 

The great thing about Candyman, as played by 
Tony Todd, is that he always kills people the exact 
same way. Hook through the back, big twist, big rip. 
Closeup on bulging eyeballs. Bingo! Paint the walls 
red. 

Then sometimes, if he’s really mad, his chest 
busts open and nine thousand bees attack whatever 
pathetic guy happens to be standin in his way. 

Way cool. 

In this one he’s got the hots for Kelly Rowan, the 
school teacher, so he Captain-Hooks her loving hus- 
band. (Loving husbands are always the first to die in 
horror flicks, you know?) And she spends the rest of 
the movie trying to figure out why this guy is after 
her, what it has to do with the abandoned mansion 
where she grew up, why there’s a black-magic altar 
to the Candyman in the attic, and why one of her 
young students is having non-stop Candyman night- 
mares. 

It all happens on Mardi Gras (when else?), and 
it all leads to... the Slave Quarters. 

Eleven dead bodies. One dead cat. No breasts. 
Hand hacked off. One barroom brawl, with head 
through mirror. Multiple hooks through the chest, 
with spurting gouts. Multiple killer-bee attacks, 
with facial goo. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Michael Culkin, as the professor who writes 
a novel called Candyman and goes around lecturing 
on the guy, for saying “I believe in the myth, but in 
the fact, flesh and blood, I’m afraid not”; William 
O’Leary, as the school teacher’s crazed brother who’s 
trying to avenge his father’s grisly death at the 
Candyman’s hands ...er... at the Candyman’s 
hook, for saying “You’re next, Purcell! Groin to 
gullet!”; Veronica Cartwright, as the rich alcoholic 
mom with the guilty secret, for saying “I’d like a 
winter funeral”; Timothy Carhart, as the weenie 
bartender husband who says “You gotta start think- 
ing of the good things in life”; Joshua Gibran 
Mayweather, as the little kid haunted by the 
Candyman, for saying “He lives in the mirror— 
that’s how he gets you”; Matt Clark, as the snow- 
cone salesman who says “Break the mirror, break 
the curse”; Bill Condon, the director, for doing it the 
drive-in way; and Tony Todd, as the Hook Man, for 
saying “I am the writing on the wall, the whisper in 
the classrom” and “Swallow your horror and let it 


nourish you—come with me and sing the song of 
misery—share my world!” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





66 here is a dif- 

ference be- 
tween being a Tro- 
mette and working 
for Hugh Grant,” 
contend Christine 
Allen and Giorgio 
Sivulka of the 





at Troma can be 
found peddling 
their wares at the 
brand new Troma- 
ville web site on the 
Internet. In fact, 
budding screen- 
writers might be in- 


Troma Video sales Ss wherein we report from fhe terested in a con- 


team in defense of 


test they’ve just 


their sexy photos Ua2OeRgRouNO, the counter-culture,  jaunched. The next 
whichwererecently €he out-of-€he-mainstream, ano €he installment of the 
published = ==in Loonie fringe of publishing, music,  ©/8s of Nuke ‘Em 


“Grapevine.” (We 


High series (Battle 


likened their outfits movies, comic books, ano other of the Bikini Sub- 
to hooker attire.) To places where misfits dwell. humanoids) willes- 


prove that Troma 


sentially be written 


isn’t averse to reverse exploitation, the “brains be- by Internet users. Contestants will write the first 
hind the boobs” responded by sending yet another two pager of the script, with fifty dollars going to the 





Those nutty Troma boys are all wrapped up in their work. 
(From left to right: Noah Scalin, James Gunn and Tony 
Rosen.) 


set of inflammatory photos—this time with the “remembrance,” and every time the Texas Depart- 
Tromales making their own fashion statement. How- ment of Corrections changes a Death Row policy— 
ever, when theyre not dressing in drag or strutting like ordering men to share cells—the implications of 
around in fishnet stockings, those publicity hounds _ it are discussed in detail. We're a little partial to this 


best submission. The Troma team 
will post the winning pages and 
begin taking submissions for the 
next two pages, repeating the pro- 
cess until the screenplay is com- 
plete. The web site also offers clips 
and stills from various Troma flicks, 
honest descriptions of Troma mov- 
ies (i.e. “don’t watch it”), the 
Tromette of the Month, and a com- 
ments section. Noah Sealin, Troma 
Marketing, encourages Internetters 
to “register to vote” in Tromaville. 
“We really care about our fans. We 
want them to have a hand in what 
goes on.” For up-to-the-minute 
Troma scoop or contest information, 
check out the Tromaville web site 
(http://www.troma.com/home). 
€ 

One of the most powerful news- 
letters we see is Texas Death Row 
Journal, written by the condemned 
inmates awaiting their fates at the 
notorious Ellis Unit in Huntsville, 
Texas. What’s remarkable about this 
prison publication is how quiet and 
understated itis, like a church news- 
letter, only instead of listing the 
time for choir practice, it lists up- 
coming execution dates, reviews 
books and TV programs dealing with 
the death penalty, and publishes a 
lot of spiritual articles and inmate 
poetry. After a man dies, he’s hon- 
ored in the newsletter with a brief 


newsletter, since Texas Death Row has been full of 
Joe Bob fans for years, led by newsletter editor 
James L. Beathard, prisoner #785. In response to 
Joe Bob’s article “Sucker Punch Executions,” 
Beathard wrote, “I am currently compiling a list of 
all the executions in the last three or 
four years to catalogue what, if any- 
thing, was said at that last moment. 
What I’ve found so far is that, when 
something is said, it’s not enough. What 
I mean is, well, it’s like you said. That’s 
the one time a person has the right to 
speak and have everybody listen. A 
simple ‘thanks to my lawyer’ doesn’t 
quite seem right to me. But then, it’s the 
person’s moment so who am I to decide? 
A few of the last few have said something 
about religion (Beavers, Nethery and 
Cook). Others have spoken of family 
(Crank, James, Rogeau). And the final 
statement of Carl Kelly was ‘I’m an Afri- 
can warrior, born to breathe, born to 
die.’ The thing, Joe Bob, is that you’re 
right in the spirit of the article. People 
are being executed without making 
many, if any, meaningful statements, 
and that silence is frightening. Some of 
the guys I’ve talked to here say it’s 
because they feel completely over- 
whelmed, sort of a ‘why the fuck bother?’ 
attitude. A few are caught off guard. And 
a few want their existence to pass as 
quietly and unobtrusively as possible.” 
To subscribe to the quarterly Texas Death 
Row Journal, you must contribute at 
least $10 to The Lamp of Hope Project, a 
non-profit organization. Prison inmates 
can get a single copy by sending four 29- 
cent stamps. Remit to: The Lamp of 
Hope Project, P.O. Box 15649, Houston, TX 77220- 
5649. 
€ 

People keep dissing the First Amendment, in- 
cluding the big cheese himself, Bill Clinton, who 
has been known to speak out against “hate speech” 
in America. In response, Gary Cook of Minneapolis 
has introduced a new product which enables con- 
sumers to exercise that freedom of expression and 
vent their rage in a more socially acceptable manner. 
The Voodoo Man do-it-yourself voodoo kit was de- 
signed to “help curb violence in America.” It’s an 
interactive toy that lets people talk back. Decorate 
the doll with the face of the intended victim and get 
out the pins. Stick it, prick it, poke it or choke it. 
Despite critics’ claims that the doll might fan the 
flames of hate and passion, Cook argues that it may 
keep some people together. “Just think if Lorena 
Bobbit had one. She may never have cut out on 
John.” You can get the complete Voodoo Man kit (12- 


Voodoo Man: The gift that keeps on giving. 


inch cotton doll, pen and instruction booklet) for 
$19.95 through the Wild Things catalog by calling 1- 
800-672-9181. 
e 
You know you might be a werewolf if you rent 
Dances with Wolves—and like it. No, Jeff 





Foxworthy is not ditching his redneck schtick in 
favor of were-jokes. The brains behind the above 
sentiment belong to Jeff Gilbert, creator of the off- 
the-wall 12-page zine, Man Splat, which features a 
downright funny series on coping with lycanthropy 
in the nineties. It includes commonly asked were- 
questions, an “Interview with a Werewolf,” and tips 
on were-grooming (brush after every kill). This self- 
proclaimed “bathroom litter-ature” also contains a 
blueprint on making your own UFO (using two 
“really, really, really, really big paper plates”), a 
tongue-in-cheek editorial on “What I learned from 
Planet of the Apes,” and a Playboy-type resume for 
Godzilla (turn-offs: low-flying military aircraft). This 
well-concieved, well-executed, just-for-fun tabloid- 
style zine is free as long as you pony up for postage. 
This also goes for anyone who would like to carry the 
publication in their bar/store/establishment. For more 
information, write to: Man Splat, Hairball Press, 
2318 2nd Ave. #591, Seattle, WA 98121. 


Reviews by the Underground Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


!['HRILL KILL VIDEO CLUB 


“Quite funny” improvisational comedy about four “weird, 
bored” “likeable” video nerds who decide to make their own “snuff 
film,” but can’t find a person who can be killed in a convincing 
manner. The “hilarious” auditions continue, and the body count 
rises, until they finally meet their match in “a quintessential New 
Yorker.” “This is allegedly shot in one day with dialogue impro- 
vised by the cast. The quality is similar toAmerica’s Most Wanted 
hidden video.” “It manages to avoid the ragged, jerky self- 
consciousness most improvised films saddle themselves with.” 
“Usually ‘improvised dialogue’ raises a major red flag with me, 
but this movie is smooth, slick and very funny.” “This film is 
another fine example of why improvisation may be a great 
learning technique for actors, but 
makes for lousy film dialogue. Ev- 
erybody seems compelled to keep 
talking, whether or not it’s neces- 
sary.” “Chuck Montgomery’s 
music is amusing in a Slim 
Whitman kind of way.” Nine dead 
bodies. Hat pin in the neck. Cast: 
Kimberly Flynn (“sexy, bizarre 
and funny,” “great,” “hammy Jew 
in leopard pants” as Lizzie), Debra 
Kaplan (“excellent” as Alicyn), 
James Giordano (“funny” as 
poster boy), Paul Parducci 
(“funny” as poster boy), Russell 
Reily (“funny” as poster boy), Todd 
Alcott (“really superior” as Ted), 
Frank Senger (Henry), Sylves- 
ter McCoy, Montgomery (Char- 
les), Kevin Brown (Art). Story: 
Robert Prichard (“really origi- 
nal”). Director: Prichard (“a lot lost 
in execution”). [To order, send $14.95 to Surf Reality Ltd., P.O. 
Box 20708, Tompkins Square, New York, NY 10009-8974. 1991.] 
(Also reviewed by the Ultra Low Budget Committee, which gave 
it an 80.) Overall rating: 88. 


S QUEAL OF DEATH 


“Slapstick” “goofy” “hyperactive comedy, throwing gags ata 
furious pace,” starring “cigar-chomping anorexic Columbo narra- 
tor” Alex Winter as a “severely put-upon freak of nature” with 
an abusive dad who goes “from loser kid to hardened criminal to 
dry cleaner” and is mistakenly transformed into a giant. “Laugh- 
able, lovable, sick, bloody. Good drive-in stuff.” “Everyone is in 
makeup and body padding reminiscent of Robert Altman’s Popeye 
and the Dog Boy shorts from MTV’s Liquid Television.” “Like a 
bad cartoon.” “Throw out the giant and you ve got Take the Money 
and Run—except that was funny.” “Winter has his moments, but 
generally comes across as Popeye on speed.” Best line: “Eat your 
green slop!” Seven dead bodies. One explosion. Fork in the eye. 
Hatpin in Mom’s head. Directors: Winter, Tom Stern. [Glass- 
house Pictures. To order, send $17.45 for a tape that alsoincludes 
Aisles of Doom and Cherub, payable to Film Threat Video, P.O. 
Box 3170, Los Angeles, CA 90078-3170. 1987.] Overall rating: 86. 


Pur 


“Sometimes confusing,” “dizzily paced” but “always enter- 
taining and involving” “modern-day Eraserhead” starring the 
“superb” Timothy Dwight as a “fugitive drifter” and “manic 
chameleon” who is trying ‘to evade government agents and 
introduce spirituality and chaos into the world through “the 





ultimate mind-altering life-essence drug,” which “resembles a 
urinal deodorizer” and is controlled by a secret underground 
network. But the “outstanding” Chris Shaw, a supreme leader 
who “hangs upside down a lot and turns into a robot at the end,” 
wants Dwight stopped so that “he can keep the world literal, 
content, bored and easily controlled.” Caught in the middle is 
“standout” Joan Bechtel as a “helpful waitress, convincingly 
confused about life.” “The final scene is memorably wacky.” 
“Brilliant!” “Real high concept science fiction with a theme so 
complex that it gets lost at times.” “Good acting, good plot, wild 
effects, and a sense of humor. Do not watch this with paranoid 
conspiracy theorists.” “Some of the most original photography 
since The Ipcress File. Fantastic use of special effects. This is a 
superb movie.” “Some parts are interesting, but the convoluted 
plot, meaningless artsy effects, and overuse of 
computer animation get old after a while.” The 
best line comes from a woman at a party: “What 
you say may be incomprehensible and boring, 
but that doesn’t make it true.” Two dead bodies. 
Four breasts. Snorting Sweet-n-Low through a 
straw. Brain on a tray. Cast: John Flynn (“ex- 
cellent” as an “eccentric and jaded artist,” a 
“pompadoured Elvis Clone”), John Martel 
(Agent 1), Jack Wiley (Agent 2). Writer/Editor/ 
Director: Shaw (“stylish,” “professional,” “well- 
written”). [Starker Film Co./Monaco Video. Avail- 
able from ASA Communications, Inc., 131 King 
St., Northampton, MA 01060. 1991.] Overall 
rating: 86. 


SHOCKING TV 


The “silly and enthusiastic,” sometimes “an- 
noying” Christian Gore and his cohort David 
Williams, the guys behind Film Threat Video 
Guide, are “better than Wayne and Garth” as 
they narrate previews of weird underground videos, “ranging 
from silly to artistic,” available from Film Threat Video. The 
excerpts include the “painfully amusing” Fucking With People, in 
which Christ Wetzel and his “obnoxious” pal “walk and drive 
around with a video camera and tape themselves annoying 
people on the street”; Transmission From God, featuring “inter- 
esting interviews with underground filmmakers”; and a “moody” 
“cool serial killer movie” called Zodiac Speaking (“an homage to 
the Zodiac Killer”). Also featured are a “brilliant” clip in which 
“Todd Graham mixes the Apocalypse Now soundtrack with 
Winnie the Pooh cartoons,” “Peanuts cartoon characters doing 
dialogue from Blue Velvet,” “great” claymation by Cole Zelles, “a 
music video with the Archies singing the Sex Pistols’ ‘God Save 
the Queen,” “a sick Luby’s Cafeteria joke,” “the Rodney King 
beating set to a Three Stooges soundtrack” (“very sick and 
scary’), and Budd Dwyer’s on-camera suicide. “Lots and lots of 
sick, pointless and completely engrossing videos, brilliantly 
summed up by the subtitle at the close of Fucking With People. It 
tells us how one of the fellows Wetzel was fucking with up and 
shot him to death.” “Here in the sticks I don’t often get to see such 
all-out love for the arts at any cost! I find it exhilarating to see 
such passion for one’s work.” “A whacked-out Nick Zedd gives a 
really confused short interview from his bed that’s good for an 
apprehensive nervous laugh.” “Really, who are these geeks? It’s 
like ‘Stupid Americans Do Bob and Doug MacKenzie.’ The ideas 
are rather post-modern, in that they make the reaction to the 
filming part of the art. But being post-modern does not make it 
good.” “Williams and Gore host the show in a possibly intoxicated 
state—either that or they are extremely stupid people. From 
reading Film Threat, I know the latter is not true, so I must 
suggest they sober up before they make the next video.” Tommy 


Turner has the best line: “Being born as the Anti-Christ has a lot 
of responsibilities.” Nineteen dead bodies. Dead reindeer. Four 
breasts. Three explosions. Gratuitous bald muscleman. [Avail- 
able free with subscriptions to Film Threat Video Guide, from 
Film Threat Video, 9171 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 300, Beverly Hills, 
CA 90210. 1993.] Overall rating: 85. 


ISLES OF DOOM 
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This “weird, amusing” “childhood revenge fantasy,” a “bla- 
tant ripoff of Tales from the Crypt,” stars Alex Winter 
as “an absolutely hateful convenience store owner 
who preys on small children”—until one little kid 
challenges him. “Great horror movie atmosphere. A 
great manic energy and sense of fun pervades it all, 
and the special effects makeup is first class.” Direc- 
tors: Winter, Tom Stern. [Glasshouse Pictures. To 
order, send $17.45 for a tape that also includes Squeal 
of Death and Cherub, payable to Film Threat Video, 
P.O. Box 3170, Los Angeles, CA 90078-3170. 1987.] 
Overall rating: 84. 


(CHER UB 


In this “great” video of a live performance by the 
Butthole Surfers, “zombie psycho” Alex Halpern is 
driven insane by breakfast cereal and “streaks” through 
Grand Central Terminal with his body painted blue. | 
“A very hyperactive cartoon-like slapstick action short. 
The music is great!” “It really captures their psyche- 
delic sound and style.” Director: Tom Stern (“excel- 
lent”). [Glasshouse Pictures. To order, send $17.45 for 
a tape that also includes Squeal of Death and Aisles of 
Doom, payable to Film Threat Video, P.O. Box 3170, Los Angeles, 
CA 90078-3170. 1987.] Overall rating: 84. 


OUGHT & SOLD 





“Real depressing” but “effective and tense” “cinematic tone 
poem” about a sexually-abused teen, the “memorable” “suitably 
strung-out” “stunning” Lisa Papineau, who runs away from 
home, gets mugged, becomes a New York City street prostitute, 
gets hooked on drugs, attempts suicide, acts in porno movies, 
witnesses a murder, gets rescued by a kindly old tie salesman, 
and finds a redemption and death on the rooftops of New York in 
“a great downbeat ending.” “Gives you an overwhelming feeling 
of doom. Take some Prozac after watching this.” “Writer/director 
Michael DiPaolo strives to be artsy with this one and succeeds. 
P’m impressed by the ‘look’ of the film, but am somehow annoyed 
and unsatisfied with the way he treats the subject matter.” “A 
fluid procession of images captured by a camera always in motion 
communicates a complex story with virtually no dialogue.” “Pro- 
fessional quality, but with very little dialogue. An odd percussion 
punctuates the city noises—bus engines, dogs barking, etc. It 
makes New York City look like Twin Peaks.” “Confusing struc- 
ture. The first third is done as a silent movie, with effective music 
enhancing the images. Then people begin talking, and the story 
becomes pretty hackneyed.” “Di Paolo strikes out big-time. Bor- 
ing, slow-moving, mannered. It just kind of lies there, gasping for 
breath, waiting for something to happen.” “Papineau has a raw, 
compelling presence. Her image lingers.” “The fast collage-style 
editing imparts a certain intensity and urgency to the film.” “The 
music by Robert Previte is a mixture of rock, gospel, New Age, 
and I-don’t-have-any-idea, but it’s perfect.” Six dead bodies. Cast: 
Morris Miller (“fantastic,” “great humane performance” as 
“manic blabbermouth Good Samaritan” street salesman Moe), 
Julie Owen (girlfriend Micki), Marilyn Klaus (madam), Cor- 
nel Christie (pimp), Marsha Wiesenfeld (woman at pier). [To 
order, send $32.95 ($35.42 if you live in New York state), with a 
statement that you are over 18 years old, payable to M. DiPaolo, 
c/o Chiaroscuro, P.O. Box 2503, New York, NY 10108. 1988.] 
Overall rating: 81. 





INTERBEAST 


“Quirky” “disjointed” “shoddy” horror flick about a North- 
eastern winter resort community bedeviled by weird “totem-pole 
monsters” from an Indian burial ground that “tear apart tourists 
and forest rangers.” The ineffectual park ranger, “stilted” “work- 
manlike” Tim R. Morgan, wants to keep tourists off the slopes, 
but (“shades of Jaws”) he’s opposed by the “downright spooky” 
innkeeper, “brilliant” Bob Harlow, who “looks like a psychotic 
Malcolm McDowell and dresses like Steve Martin.” (One commit- 











John Cassavetes, father of the underground film, obsesses with 
Gena Rowlands for two and a half hours in the brilliant love-it-or- 
hate-it classic Opening Night. 


tee member called this performance “ridiculous over-the-top 
pseudo-intensity.”) So the rangers end up doing battle with the 
title character—“an eight-foot-tall Indian with demon horns.” “A 
stale stew of half-baked, ripped-off ideas, with badly written 
dialogue and no sense ofirony. Most of the beasts seem to be hand 
puppets.” “The film has some audaciously cheesy claymation 
monster effects and a guy who dances around in a mask and 
fondles corpses, but a lot of the stuffin between is kind of slow and 
it never really comes together to make something interesting.” 
“Writer/director Christopher Thies is ambitious in trying to 
give complex structure to a low-budget feature, but God! it moves 
slowly, andthe characters’ actions are so stupid and unmotivated. 
This is another of those movies made by guys who are into special 
effects makeup and stop-motion animation, but don’t know how 
to tell a story.” “So many monsters are roaming around it looks 
like a sword-and-sandal flick.” Minority opinion: “This contains 
all the elements of a classic: scary atmosphere, legends, mon- 
sters, tits and F/X. There’s no acting, but who cares? Make no 
mistake, this is drive-in quality.” Fourteen dead bodies. Eighteen 
breasts. Six explosions. Stomach-peeling. Head in stomach. Fin- 
gers in the neck. Flaming head. Head rolls. Cast: Mike Magri 
(“standout” as “asshole park ranger with a bad attitude” Stillman), 
Charles Majka (Charlie Perkins), Dori May Kelly (Barbara), 
Lissa Breer (Bradford), Chris Lenge, Bill MacLeod, David 
Mica. [Mercury International. Available from Tempe Video, P.O. 
Box 6573, Akron, OH 44312-0573. 1992.] Overall rating: 79. 


PENING NIGHT 
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“Fantastic” “gritty” love-it-or-hate-it John Cassavetes 
drama—“oozing at the seams with excess talent”—starring Gena 
Rowlands as an aging Broadway star who “battles her emerging 
demons” when a crazed young fan is run over by her limo during 
the rehearsal of her new play. “Annoyingly smug” Ben Gazzara 
is “great” as her bullying director. “An unflinching, uncompro- 
mising personal statement. Cassavetes conducts and directs his 
ensemble cast like a world-class symphony orchestra. Of course, 
the smart, insightful, incisive script helps a lot—but then, he 
wrote that, too.” “Something good did come out of the seventies.” 





“This is amainstream movie, and I didn’t like itin 1977 either. For 
John Cassavetes worshippers only. Get drunk with the cast to 
enjoy this one.” “Just too damn long.” “Sometimes I love Cassa- 
vetes, but... sometimes...they...move...so...damn...slow 

.you...could...scream.” “I have mixed feelings. It often bores 
me, but some ‘highbrow’ x 
side of me kind of likes it. 
Especially good when 
Rowlands starts halluci- 
nating and beating her 
head against the wall.” 
“Miserable movie about 
miserable depressed 
Broadway showbiz types 
who smoke and drink and 
obsess about their mortal- 
ity ad nauseam. My high 
school English teacher 
would have loved this.” 
“Rowlands defines the 
craft of acting. She is flesh 
and blood and weakness 
and strength. We get to 
know a stranger in these 
two-plus hours, and we get 
to know her intimately.” 
“Rowlands plays the same 
role she did in A Woman 
Under the Influence.” “Un- 
fortunately, Rowlands’ 
manic presence can’t carry 
the weight of this movie as 
it plods along.” “I forgot how much I miss Cassavetes’ smirk. It’s 
more expressive than Nicholson’s.” One dead body. Cast: 
Cassavetes (Maurice Aarons), Peter Falk, Joan Blondell (“Ju- 
rassic-age” “token part” full of “concerned expressions” and 
“funny hats” as Sarah Goode), Laura Johnson (“beautiful” as 
Nancy Stein), Paul Stewart (David Samuels), Zohra Lampert 
(Dorothy Victor). [Faces Distribution/Touchstone. 1977/93.] Over- 
all rating: 78. 


7, OVEDOLLS SUPERSTAR 


“Badly exposed, ineptly composed and crudely edited” “mess,” 
a “pathetic” shot-on-video sequel to Desperate Teenage Lovedolls 
in which the punk-garage-all-girl band reunites “for more half- 
baked social messaging.” It begins with a “retrospective” look at 
the early years “before the ladies became famous—but they re not 
really famous, so this doesn’t make a hell of a lot of sense.” Then 
it picks up where the first movie ends, as the lead singer, the “not 
very engaging” “no-talent” Jennifer Schwartz, “climbs out of 
her drug-and-booze stupor” to re-form the band, avoid assassina- 
tion, and “psychically induce her fans to kill their parents, Bruce 
Springsteen and others.” Band members fight skeptical record 
executives and revenge-seeking enemies on their “return to the 
top,” leading to “a Jonestown-like climax complete with Kool- 
Aid” that’s “so dumb it isn’t even truly tasteless.” “A mindless 
melange of celebrity cultism, mind control, de-programming and 
ersatz evangelism. Sheer perseverance somehow produced a 
sequel to the original colossal waste of time and money.” “A 
stream-of-consciousness plot, poor production values, and the 
Lovedolls don’t even have the guts to do any of their concert 
numbers with live audio.” “You know yow’re in trouble when 





Jeanne Brooks and Vikki Peterson bliss out at the Peace 
and Freedom School in the Billy Jack spoof included in the 
lame sequel Lovedolls Superstar. 


you ve never heard of any of the ‘special guest stars.’ You’d swear 
this was made in 1965.” “Unfortunately, the band really does 
suck.” “Full of rock star cliches and stereotypes. Hilarious refer- 
ence to Billy Jack movies.” “The musical numbers (which are 
almost mediocre) stand out due to the dumb pointlessness of 
every other aspect of this wasted 
effort.” Minority opinion: “A se- 
quel as good as, or even better 
than, the original. Not just a re- 
hash. Very inventive and funny.” 
Best line: “Oh my God, look what 
the city’s done to me—I’ve become 
semi-rebellious!” Thirty dead bod- 
ies. Blood-licking. Knife Fu. 
Hatchet Fu. Cast: Steve Mc- 
Donald (“doesn’t embarrass him- 
self,” “campy performance” as 
“peace-loving hippie boy corrupted 
by the big city” Rainbow 
Tremaine), Jeff McDonald 
(“doesn’t embarrass himself” as 
Carl Celery), Janet Housden 
(drummer Patch Kelly), Cheeta 
Punkerton (guitarist Alexan- 
dria), Tracy Lea (revenge-seek- 
ing mother Patricia Anne 
Cloverfield), Vicki Peterson 
(Billy Jack’s girlfriend), Jello 
Biafra (The President), Bill 
Bartell, Jordan Schwartz 
(Bruce Springsteen), Mike Glass, 
Dez Cadena. Writers: David 
Markey, Jennifer Schwartz, Steve McDonald, Jeff McDonald. 
Director: Markey. [To order, send $22.50 to We Got Power Films, 
1223 Broadway #314, Santa Monica, CA 90404. 1986.] Overall 
rating: 76. 


Bani GIRL MAGAZINE 


“Pretty boring” “mish-mosh” video version of an offbeat New 
York fanzine edited by Lisa Herskovits, “consisting of different 
clips from home producers that prove that people have too much 
time on their hands.” Highlights include music videos, two 
sequences of “women tied up and gagged in their underwear,” 
“1960’s footage of a party where people are smoking pot,” 
“overacting transvestites,” “annoying repetitive images of danc- 
ing Hare Krishnas,” blood-drinking, fire-eating, inflatable sex 
dolls, and a great “unintentionally amusing performance by a 
couple on a boring vacation cruise that they complain about.” 
“This is the typical range of amateur experimental films—some 
interesting, others annoying, all confusing. Who needs hallucino- 
genic drugs when you can watch two hours of this?” “It tries too 
hard to be bizarre.” “It requires a lot of patience to find the gems 
in this slag heap.” “Herskovits has a self-made film of herself 
squirming around on a floor bound and gagged for what seems 
like about 10 minutes. She’s a whole lot more convincing than 
those girls in the fifties bondage reel that’s on the same tape.” 
“The stop-motion animation by M. Henry Jones is the best 
feature of this pic.” One dead body. Four breasts. [For one of the 
100 numbered and signed limited edition copies, send $47 and an 
age statement, payable to Lisa B. Falour, Bikini Girl Magazine, 
117 Boulevard Voltaire, MBE 177, Paris 75011, France. 1990.] 
Overall rating: 73. 
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Things would be a lot easier if criminals would just fess up. . . 


Cuff Me! Slap Me in Chains! 


oes anybody ever get arrested for a crime, turn 
to the cop, and say, “You got me!”? 

Does anybody ever go into a courtroom and say, 
“I did it, judge—I throw myself on the mercy of the 
court”? 

We have evidence that, fifty years ago, it was not 
that strange for criminals to simply give up, confess, 
admit guilt, beg for mercy. We wouldn’t 
even have a trial. They would tell every- 
thing to the judge, and he would pass 
sentence. 

Today you can have thirty eyewit- 
nesses who watch a guy blow up a school 
bus, and the guy will still show up in 
court saying he’s innocent. More impor- 
tant, the guy will believe he’s innocent. 

What kind of game is this we’re play- 
ing? 

Consider the case of Gordon House, 
the intense, troubled young Navajo foot- 
ball hero who got drunk on Christmas 
Eve and killed four people—a woman 
and her three daughters. House was driv- 
ing the wrong way on the interstate 
outside Albuquerque, doing ninety miles 
an hour, when he hit the other car head- 
on. His blood alcohol content showed he 
was very drunk. The people in the other car did 
nothing wrong. 

Open and shut, right? 

He’s drunk. He’s on the wrong side of the road. 
He’s doing ninety. He kills four innocent people. The 
sole survivor in the other car, the father, doesn’t 
even seek revenge. He says, “If we had met in other 
circumstances, I think I would have liked Gordon 
House.” 

So why did it take three long, costly trials to 
convict this guy? | 

You might have some idea if you listened to the 
testimony at his sentencing hearing. Witness after 





witness got up to talk about what a fine man Gordon 
was, how he’d worked with disadvantaged Navajo 
youth, how he’d always been good to his family. And 
then they talked about other things—like how the 
carnage on the highway reminded them of “the 
slaughter of my people by the U.S. Cavalry,” like how 
the Navajo are the nation’s largest “patriotic family,” 





like how “the Great Spirit” believes in mercy, like 
how society only wants to punish Gordon House 
because they believe he was nothing but a “drunken 
Indian.” 

The reason nobody pleads guilty anymore is that 
they think every criminal act has an innocent justi- 
fication. If they think about it long enough, they can 
come up with some reason that they had to commit 
that crime. And if they think about it even longer, 
they can come up with some reason that the crime is 
not even a crime. 

Should we introduce evidence of the Potato Fam- 
ine to find Irish people innocent? 

Should we let African-Americans go because 
their forefathers suffered slavery? 

Should we let the descendants of the Puritans 
loose because they were persecuted by the English? 

How about Vietnamese criminals? They were 
really knocked around by the Cong. Some of them 
were even Boat People, attacked by Thai pirates. 

The fact is, Gordon House may have been many 
things, but he was a drunken Indian. He was drunk, 
and he was Indian. 

It’s not the Indian part we care about, though. 
It’s the drunk part. 

It’s really that simple. 


41 


Those United Nations troops are sooooo fierce (shiver, shiver)... 


Peacekeeping Force or Farce? 


hat’s the deal with these UN troops? 

Are these really soldiers, or are these just a 
bunch of guysin Deputy Dawg hats having cappuccino 
while they clean their rifles? 

Over in Bosnia, the Serbian Army just kinda 
said, “Outta my way, Dutchie-boys, we’ve decided we 
wanna take over this city you're guarding,” and the 
“United Nations Peacekeeping Force” said, “Uh, 
well, if you put it like that, er, ah. . . okey dokey.” 

And an hour later we get 20,000 Muslim refu- 
gees. 

I mean, if the UN is gonna go in there and say, 
“Here’s our goldang army, don’t mess with us,” then 
why don’t they set up an army that nobody wants to 
mess with? 

Why don’t they find the leanest, meanest, sicko, 
psycho mercenaries from someplace like Turkey, 
where they like to fight, instead of sending thirty 
guys from a college in Denmark? 

And why doesn’t the media give this Serbian 
Army General, Ratko Mladic, the credit he deserves? 
This guy is one mean soldier, and he accomplishes 
everything he sets out to do. F-16s? No problem. 
Bombing raids? He waits em out and still takes 
entire cities with his ground troops. Armies sent in 
from France, England, Holland, and every other 
European country? Half the time he just takes em 
hostage. This guy is such a great general, I expect to 
see his picture on the cover of Newsweek. He’s 
winning the war. He’s doing exactly what a general 
is expected to do. 

So if the UN really cares so much about the 
Muslims in Bosnia, and they really think the Serbian 
army should be stopped, why do you have a whole 
city defended by Corporal Hans Brinker and a few 
Swedish guys with pea shooters? 

And why do they never actually fight? 

Because you've basically got two military choices, 
if you’re the commander of the UN mission. You can 
attack Mladic and drive him back to where he 
belongs. Or you can stand at the gates to the cities 
and fight to the last man. 

Everything else he’s gonna laugh at. 








And where is Clinton in this deal? Clinton said 
he wants to bomb em, he wants to stop em, he wants 
to take care of the Bosnian problem. But he’s got 
Navy, Air Force and Marine guys twiddling their 
thumbs out in the Adriatic, on alert all the time, 
asking one another, “You think they'll let us fire a 
missile or drop a bomb today?” 

The most dangerous thing they’ve done the whole 
war was to go in and get Scott O’Grady out of there. 

O’Grady is a brave man, and so are the Marines 
who went in and got him out, but they were still 
basically saying, “Hey, we’re gonna skedaddle back 
to safe ground as quick as we can. We don’t really 
think this guy should be here.” 

Think where the war would be if the “UN Peace- 
keeping Force” had bombed and strafed Mladic be- 
fore he stormed into Srebrenica and started killing 
people and driving them into the hills. 

Think where the war would be if, instead of 
retreating, the Dutch soldiers had held their ground 
and died to the last man. Mladic would have just 
wiped out soldiers who were clearly on the side of 
peace. He would have committed a crime that no- 
body could ignore, anywhere in the world. And there 
would have been more soldiers, and there would 
have been decisive actions, and there would have 
been a chance to stop the guy. 

Instead, the people in that part of the world all 
know that we won’t save em, and the UN won’t save 
em, and nothing with the words “peacekeeping force” 
in the title will save em. All they can do is wait for the 
bayonets and curse the names of everybody who ever 
claimed to be their friend. 
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Hey Joe Bob, 
What was that 
crack you made about 
West Virginia? You 
wouldn’t be under the 
misconception that 
West Virginians are 
uncivilized, practice in- 
cest, and molest farm 
animals, are you? Al- 
low me to enlighten you. 
Having been born 
and raised in West Virginia, I can tell you this: the 
majority of West Virginians are, believe it or not, 
rather civilized. We have a number of schools (WVU, 
Fairmont State College, Marshall U, and WU Tech) 
whose academic standards are competitive with other 
major colleges. Look at our feet—we wear shoes! 
Incest and sex with farm animals are strongly 
frowned on. General Chuck Yeager, Senator Robert 
Byrd and even comic Don Knotts all call West Vir- 
ginia their home—with pride! The people here speak 
with pride about their home state, and rightly so! 
God has blessed us with beautiful forests and excel- 
lent places to hunt and fish. 
After being stationed in different parts of the 
U.S. and having traveled overseas, I still proclaim 
my mountaineer heritage! Joe Bob, I invite you to 
come home with me when I take leave. I want you to 
see what West Virginia is all about, and your eyes 
shall behold the truth! 
It’s time the state of West Virginia is spoken 
about with pride and respect and West Virginians to 
take a stand! 
John Cady 
USS Theodore Roosevelt 
Norfolk, Va. 

Dear John: 

I love West Virginia. Even the icky parts. 

Listen, I grew up in Arkansas. 

And we don’t wear shoes. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

As a communist I believe that environment is 
more important in creating beautiful (or ugly) chil- 
dren than genes are. This is most true in Beverly 
Hills, where Ugly-on-a-Stick’s children will get stan- 
dardized plastic surgery on all parts of their anatomy 
whether they need it or not. 

“I Done Got My Diploma” is excellent. Like Ace 
Backwords, you are a perfect example of the “kinda 
dumb and kinda smart” liberal conservative. Just 
what this country needs to keep the herd running in 
circles in these desperate times. 

Sincerely, 
Elliot Cantsin 
North Merrick, N.Y. 
Dear Elliot: 
Didn't you pick just about the worst time in 





history to be a commu- 
nist? 


Dear Joe Bob, 
With the success of 
the Dallas Cowboys this 
year, much has been 
written about the team. 
One article mentioned 
in passing a movie called 
Horror High (1974) 
which featured several 
(then) players as policemen. I found a review of it in 
Leonard Maltin’s video guide (it is now known as 
Twisted Brain), and he called it “low-budget crud 
with unbelievably amateurish acting.” 
Sounds like your kind of movie! Have you seen 
it? How would you rate it? Bottom line: Should I 
waste my time watching a couple of former Cowboy 
players? Please advise. 
Sincerely, 
Marian Broussard 
Dallas 

Dear Marian: 

Twisted Brain is one of the all-time cult classics, 
the story of a high school nerd who invents a “dip” 
that allows him to kill all the people who have 
tormented him, including the P.E. coach, who gets 
football-cleated to death. And the movie not only 
features Dallas Cowboys, but Pittsburgh Steelers as 
well. 


Dear Joseph Boberton Briggs, 

In 1984, there was Friday the 13th: The Final 
Chapter. Now, five chapters later, we have Jason, 
Go to Hell: The Final Friday. What do you reckon 
they'll call the next one? 

P.S. If this is really the final Friday, how will 
that affect our calendar? Will we go to a six-day 
week? Or can we celebrate two Saturdays in a row? 

If we go to a two-Saturday system, how will this 
affect religions that observe sabbath on Saturday? 





Will they have to go to worship twice a week? And, 
if so, will it double their odds of getting into heaven? 
Is this permissible under the First Amendment (of 
the Constitution)? 

Will other nations join us in the no-Friday ven- 
ture, or will they ridicule us? If mocked, will we, as 
a nation, be man enough to meet the smart-ass 
nations after school and kick their hineys? 

Curiously yours, 

Bill Bystricky 

Sunnyvale, Calif. 
Dear Bill: 

I’m still waiting for Friday the 13th: The Next 
Generation. 


ONDoOoOogOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoooooOooooooooooooOoOoOooOoOoOooOooooo0Oooo0 





ODoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOooOoOoOoOooOoOooOoOoooooOoooOooooooOoOoOoOooOoOoOoOoOooOoOoOoOooo0o00 


Contest #1 


John Deurbrouck of Seattle: “I’m remember- 
ing a movie I saw in an Army movie theater, in 1981 
or so, before PC hit (back when there were strippers 
in enlisted men’s clubs). I can’t recall the name, but 
there are a few memories. Some rich couple on a big 
boat picks up a cute young couple on a little boat. The 
rich old guy’s watching the young girl dancing the ol’ 
peek-a-boo, and when she drops her bikini shorts... 
she’s a guy! In another scene, there’s a taste of Lit- 
Cigar-Through-The-Cheek-Fu. But the one I re- 
member is where the old lady has to eat some lobster 
or crab or something that the bad guy’s been chewing 
for a while. This scene looked to be done in one 
continuous shot, so I don’t think it was faked. So can 
you tell me what this movie was? Fortified by the fare 
you ve guided me to, I’m ready to watch it all the way 


through now.” 
Contest #2 


Robin Perry of San Diego: “I need help finding 
the name of a grade Z movie I saw on late night TV 
many moons ago. It involved a Mafioso, somehow 
exposed to radiation, so his face was deformed. He 
basically walked around, deformed, in a suit, terror- 
izing a college campus. I believe he also lived at the 
bottom of a pond when not scaring co-eds. It was a 
horrible (.e., great) movie. Please help!” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the July 10 issue, Jack Csiki of Cleveland asked about “a 
film on TV that scared the living bejeezus out of me. ... These people 
(probably scientists or explorers) were underground in caves. 
There were these monster creatures down there that were made 
from clay, and could mold themselves right into the clay walls. The 
impression I got at the time was that these creatures could travel 
certain distances through the walls, that in fact the clay was their 


natural habitat, and 
they only came out 
of the walls to do 
bad things to the 
scientists... .” 

Wereceived 10 
correct answers, so 
our winner was cho- 
sen by drawing. And 
heis... 

Conrad 5S. 
Rubinkowski of 
Springfield, Illinois: 
“From his descrip- 
tion I think that he 
is looking for Flash 
Gordon’s Trip to 
Mars, which was re- 
leased in 1938. I 





don’t know whether 
it is available in its 
uncut serial form on 
videotape, butIbe- Adrienne Barbeau gets “bountifully 
lievethatitisavail- naked”in the silly thriller, Open House. 


able in a truncated form, edited down to feature movie length. It 
was the sequel to the 1936 Flash Gordon, and it contained the 
memorable Clay People, led by the King of the Clay People, 
Montague Shaw. The Clay People were Martians who had a spell 
cast on them by Azura (Beatrice Roberts), an ally of Ming the 
Merciless, once again played by the incomparable Charles B. 
Middleton. The other characters, Flash, Dale, Dr. Zarkov, and 
Prince Barin, are also here, and they combine to once again save the 
day and, incidentally, the Clay People, who are restored to their 
former selves. The story centers on the nitron lamp, which is 
depleting the Earth’s atmosphere of nitrogen, another of Ming’s 
nefarious plots to conquer the universe. Like the other two Flash 
Gordon serials, this one is a good time. What I remember most 
about Flash Gordon is that WBKB-TV (now WLS-TV) in Chicago 
used to show the serials in the late fifties on Sunday mornings on 
Community’s Outer Space Theater, and I used to have to leave 
during the show to go to Sunday mass. I also had my father wake 
me up early on Saturday mornings when I was in eighth grade, so 
that I could catch three episodes from 7 to 8. Talk about a great 
deal!” 

Additional information came from our nine runners-up... 

Ira Levine of Silver Spring, Maryland: “One of those scien- 
tists wasn’t just anyone, but good old Doctor Zarkoff, who was 
directly responsible for years of misery for me by inspiring me to 
major in physics as an undergrad. By the way, I saw this on TV as 
a kid in the fifties, and it scared the Bejezus out of me, too.” 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California: “It’s actually a 
chapter serial which also starred Buster Crabbe, Jean Rogers, and 
Frank Shannon. Or he may have seen the feature version of this 
serial, known by these titles: Deadly Ray From Mars, Mars Attacks 
the World, and Flash Gordon: Mars Attacks the World. Whichever 
version he saw, he is remembering The Clay People, a race of 
humans, albeit Martians, who have been cursed by the evil queen 
Azura, an ally of Ming, and turned into living clay. The sequences 
in their caves are pretty eerie. They materialize from the walls of 
the caves and step out to confront Flash and his party. And the 
weird music adds to the overall effect of menace. But of course Flash 
wins them over to his side and they assist him in overthrowing Ming 
and Azura and saving the earth. This was the second serial in the 
Flash Gordon trilogy, and the best. I saw it as a kid on TV, too, and 
still remember how shocked I was at Happy’s defeat at the hands 
of The Tree People, and how glad I was when they later brought him 
back to life! They don’t make ‘em like that anymore!” 

Larry Cywin of Russellville, Kentucky: “I can vividly recall 
the nifty (for the time) FX as the Clay People melted into and out 
of the walls. The theme music for the Clay People scenes had a 
‘lumpy’ feel to it. Never missed an episode of Flash in those days.” 

Jack Heggie of Boulder, Colorado: “For some reason I also 
remember Flash’s rocket ship, which had an exhaust that looked 
like a Bic lighter in a moderate breeze about to run out of propane. 
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Lots of improvements in special effects since then, fortunately.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Massachusetts: “This has just 
recently been officially released on video, and may be obtained from 
Movies Unlimited and other mail-order dealers, at a reasonable 
price. Jack may be somewhat disappointed upon seeing this again. 
The clay people are not really horrible monsters at all, but members 
of an inoffensive tribe who have been magically transformed into 
clay people by Azura, the wicked witch queen of Mars. All three 
Flash Gordon serials are among the best serials ever made, and are 
well worth watching.” 

Also answering correctly were Bill Cantey of Charleston, 
South Carolina; Lenny Gray of Waggaman, Louisiana; Christo- 
pher Martin of St. Clair Shores, Michigan; and Raymond Tate 
of Pittsburgh. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the July 24 issue, Michael Bourne of New York wrote: 
“What’s the movie with Adrienne Barbeau as a radio shrink or a 
realtor (or involved with a realtor or a radio shrink) and there’s a 
serial killer and she’s bountifully naked often?” 
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Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for Christmas! 


This one was alittle confusing. Many people gave the incorrect 
answer of The Fog, in which Adrienne plays the owner of a radio 
station, but does not get nekkid. We did receive 27 correct answers, 
however, so our winner was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Mike Shkolnik of Chatfield, Ohio: “The movie is Open House 
(1987). Adrienne Barbeau is a real estate agent engaged to radio 
talk show host Joseph Bottoms. A series of slasher murders are 
taking place, and all the victims are realtors. Adrienne could be the 
next victim of the vicious maniac who turns out to be a homeless guy 
who blames realtors for the high cost of housing. It was directed by 
Jag Mundhra from India.” 

Additional information came from our 26 runners-up .. . 

Gil Z. Gershman of Hamden, Connecticut: “Homeless guy 
runs around butchering real-estate agents with a razor-studded 
baseball bat. Dog-leash strangulation. Flesh-frying electrocution. 
Dog-food fu.” 

Fred Kuentz of Scottsdale, Arizona: “Also stars Rudy Ramos 
and Tiffany Bolling of Kingdom of the Spiders!” 

Jonathan Moya of Orlando: “Open House also stars Mary 
Stavin, Scott Thompson Baker, and Darwyn Swalve.” 

Lawrence Bauer of Rochester, New York: “Mundhra appar- 
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ently specializes in weird movies with na- 
ked women. Two more of his must-sees are 
the evil Hack O’ Lantern and the kinky Wild 
Cactus.” 

Clark Young of Arlington, Texas: 


“While Adrienne is a knockout in Open. 


House, fans will probably prefer her in 
Swamp Thing. She appears to have a little 
more meat on her bones in that flick. Which- 
ever film one is watching, Adrienne is still 
one tough—and beautiful—woman.” 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, Califor- 
nia: “Open House also starred Roxanne Baird 
and Cathryn Hartt. Mundhra spiced up the 
brutal murder scenes with kinky sex, as 
when Ms. Baird is dispatched by the Open 
House Killer in a nude bondage scene. 
Barbeau is not what I would call ‘bounti- 
fully naked often’ in this film, but she does 
have three brief nude scenes in which her 
ample breasts are seen, according to The 
Bare Facts Video Guide. If you don’t count 
Swamp Thing (and I don’t, because you 
can’t really tell if it’s her or a body double), 
then this is apparently the only movie in 
which she’s ever done any nude scenes. This 
makes Open House a collector’s item for 
Barbeau fans, in my opinion. I’ve been try- 
ing to add it to my collection for some time 
now. Since I haven’t seen this film yet 
either, I share Michael’s interest. It would 
be a perfect choice for your Drive-In The- 
ater! It’s out on tape, but I haven’t found it 
listed in any of the video catalogs I get.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, Califor- 
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nia: “The film introduced the lovely Mary 
Stavin, Miss World 1986 (I believe), as an 
agent who meets an unfortunate end. Lots 
of nudity in this silly thriller. It’s available 
on video from Prism Entertainment, so you 
might find it at the swap meet or somesuch.” 

Also answering correctly were Simon 
Barrett of Columbia, Missouri; Roger H. 
Barron of Salem, Wisconsin; Mike Bek- 
kala of Laurium, Michigan; Terry Wool- 
ston Harmon of Houston; Thomas Allen 
Heald of Rapid City, South Dakota; Don 
Hensel of Riverside, California; Josh 
Larios of Seattle; Evelyn C. Leeper of 
Matawan, New Jersey; Terry Maher of 
Stow, Ohio; Hugh L. Marshall of Colum- 
bia, Missouri; William Martell of Studio 
City, California; Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California; Mike Newman of Aloha, 
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Oregon; Ed Pollard of Carrollton, Texas; 
John J. Semonin of Stow, Ohio; Philip J. 
Solis Jr. of Anaheim, California; Greg 
Sullivan of San Francisco; Mark R. 
Turner of Cincinnati; and Kenny Vaughn 
of Bowling Green, Kentucky. 
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Video Sales 


‘Course JBB loved Dead Boyz Cant Fly! 
Check it out! Command Video 1-800-221- 
2227, 212-765-6914. 


Miscellaneous 


Manly men! Now there’s proof for others 
to know what he knows to be true. Manly 
men recognition packages includes the offi- 
cial certificate, mug emblazoned with 22 ct. 
gold crest, and membership card. No dues, 
no meetings, and chapter presidencies are 
available. Only $20 plus $5.95 shipping and 
handling. A great gift idea! To order, call 
1-800-99MANLY. (Visa, MC, Discover, 
American Express.) 


Wanted 


Potential financiers for low budget (under a 
million) propaganda piece in the gender 
war. Hitler’s best propagandist was a film- 
maker. She is still studied in film school to 
this day. Let’s take back our territory that 
is rightly male. Nicholas Jordan, P.O. Box 
49766, Austin, TX 78765. 


Video Trades 


Will trade or sell Rocky Horror 16mm trailer. 
Write: 26 Wayne St., Dover, NJ 07801. 
Want Vampire Trailer Park. 
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